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ARGUMENT. 



The events of the Drama are supposed to have occurred 
in the beginning of the fifth century B. C. 

Harapb,a Jewish Scribe, in the employ of Mardonius, 
son-in-law of Darius, the Persian king, is thoughl by his 
family to have been lo&l in the first eipedilion of Ihat king 
against the Greeks. Zetthia, Haraph's wife, being harassed 
by debt, Ihe consequence of her own extravagance, sells 
her infant child, Edena, lo an unknown Persian. Ten years 
afterwards, she hears of Ihe eiistence and intended return 
of Haraph— at which point the Drama opens. 

Knowing that she will have to account for the absence of 
Edena, Zelthia buys, as a substitute, Silvia, the heroine of 
the Drama. 

Some years later, the time of the Jubilee having arrived, 
Silvia's own mother. Lota, comes to claim the child. 
Harapb. unable to solve the mystery, determines lo appeal 
to Esther, Queen of Persia, for redress. 

Esther settles everything happily. Haraph finds his own 
daughter, Edena, in the person of one of the Queen's ladies ; 
Lola is provided for; and Silvia herself is retained by 
Queen Esther to be her friend and counsellor. 
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CHARACTERS REPRESENTED. 



Silvia, a Prophetess, Daughter of Lota. 
Esther, Queen of Persia. 
Zelthia, Wife of Haraph, 
Melchia, \ 

sophonia, i 

Rachel, 
Athalia, V 

Edkna, alias luoNiA, / 
Lota, Mother of Silvia. 
Haraph, Husliand of Zelthia. 
Egeus, an Officer in the Court of Esther. 
Ladies, Slaves, Officers. 



Daughter! of Zeltbia and Haraph, 
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SILVIA'S JUBILEE. 



SCENE r. 
MELeiiFAand SoPHONLA embroidering. Roma displaying 
her jewels lo Rachel. Athalia siuing by a. harp, 
her face covered wilh her handi. Enter Zelthia, 
Iheir mother, parchmenl in liand. 

Zelthia, 

Why weepest thou Athalia ? 

Roma. 

Need'st thou ask ? 
Still the same story — long lost Edena, 
'Tis ten years since our sister disappeared 
So strangely and mysteriously. 'Tis vain 
To weep her now; of course, she must be dead. 
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Zelthta. 
Come hither, maids ; around me stand ye nigh ; 
For none but ye must hear what I would tell ; 
And ye must swear to me that even death 
Shall never tear my secret from your lips. 
{Turtungti) Athalia.) Athalia, I fear thee; but 

do thou drjad. 
At, peril of my curse, aught to reveal. 

All [rising and pressing round her eagerly). 
So Heaven to us do, and add still more. 
If we divulge the thing that thou slialt tell. 

Zelthia. 
Ten years ago, we dwelt in Susa, where 
Vour father, Haraph, was appointed scribe 
To the King's son in-law, Mardonius. 
Darius the mighty, Persia's potent lord 
Against the Isles of Javan, waging war, 
Gave this Mardonius the chief command. 
Who bore your father with him ; but his fleet. 
Rounding the Nymphasum point, nigh Maccdon. 
Met with a tempest, and three hundred ships 
Were lost, your father (as I thought) with tbu-m. 
■ I deemed myself a widow. Debts, ere long, 
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Came pressing on me; for I loved to live 
111 luxury, and had not feared this blow. 
One eve, as I sat wondering where to flee, 
A Persian stranger came, who offered me 
A hundred solids of tiie purest gold 
For Edena, your sister, three years old. 

Athalia {looking up reproachfully). 
And, mother, dilst thou sell thy last born child ? 

Zelthia {^sharply). 
Yea, did I, girl ! 1 wanted gold, and she 
Was but a sickly burden, and most plain. 
But hear ye my perplexity. Last week 
This missive I received^Lo ! written by 
Your father, who, at harvest, will be here, 

Athalia. 
Oh, blessed be the God of Israel ! 

SUPHONIA. 

Pray, keep thy blessings till he shall resolve 
Again to leave us for some far off land. 

Rachel. 
But little pleasure shall we now enjoy. 
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Melchta. 
Yea, verily ; for he was ever stern. 

Roma. 

And he will question where out wealth has flown ; 
He left us rich when he departed hence. 
God grant liis coming make us so again ! 

Zelthia. 
Indeed it will not ; for he hath lost his all. 
And his first inquiry, alas ! will be, 
'■AVhere is my Edena, my favorite lamb?" 
Now, Ezra, son of Seriah, the scribe, 
Hath issued proclamation, that all those 
Returned from Babylon's captivity 
Must be divorced if they have been allied 
To the strange daughters of a heathen land.* 
I know a woman, an Egyptian born, 
Who must return ere long to Mesraim 
She hath a daughter whom she cannot love, 
Because she clingeth to her Hebrew faith. 
I've bcught her for a hundred silver drachms. 
Her name is Silvia; but she now must be 
Your sister Edena, but late returned, 
After a long absence, to her father's roof. 
* Eira, chap, x., ver. lo, ll. 



Athalia. 
And doth this girl become a wilting slave, 
And comprehend the part she hath to ijiay? 
Her father ; —doth he deem that this divorce 
Gives him a v^'irrant to neglect his child ? 

Zelthia. 
An ancient of the tribe of Levi was 
This girl's father ; he hath long been dead. 
Her step- father, a silversmith, doth dwell 
In Valley Ono * nigh to Neballet ; 
And little doth he care for Silvia. 
This Silvia knows not that she hath been sold ; 
Her mother and myself at last have brought 
Her to believe that she, in very deed, 
Is my own child, whom in her infancy 
I sent from Persia to my native land, 
For healthful air. She seems to doubt us much ; 
Go, Melchia ; bring her hither ; ye must all 
Greet her, without surprise, as Edtna. 

[E«it Melchta, 

Athalia (aside). 

Oh, Edena, my sister ! lost to me ! 

[Enter Mei.cmia leading Sll.vn by the hand. SiLViA 

looks at each with a cold, mistrustful air.] 

•One, the valley of Craftsmen — Nehemiah, chap. li, ver. - 
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Zelthia. 
How I rejoice to have my child aijain ! 

Soph ON r A, 
And this is Edena, whom I so long 
Have pined to see ! Welcome, my sister dear ! 

Ro.MA. 

Her features have but little changed ; the same 
Pale, thoughtful face, and dark, abundant hair. 

Melchia {languidly). 
So nice to have a little sister nigh, 
To braid one's hair, or fan one in the heat ! 
'that aught estrange us, I'm not afraid ; 
For Edena shall be my little maid. 

Rachel 
Mother, she doth so much resemble thee. 

Silvia {absently). 
Pardon me, friends — nay, sisters, I should say, 
For mine abstraction ; but I seem to dream, 
And do not know myself 

ZtlLTHlA. 

Nor marvel we. 
Thou'lt feel at home, ere long, my child ; but now 
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I shall go hence, for I have much to do. 

I must prepare a feast for Haraph, who 

Halh been a wanderer in the Western Isles 

For ten long years. Thou, Roma, come with me ; 

Sophonia, Melchia, Rachel, also come; 

Athalia, linger here with Edena, 

[Exeunt, except Silvia and Athalia. 

[Silvia approaches Athalia and regards her seaichingly. 
Athalia droops her bead.] 

Silvia. 

The truth lies hid in those averted eyes ; 

They cannot lie. {Sternly.) Am I thy sister, maid ? 

Athalia {timidly') 
I hads. sister Edena, long mourned 
As one amidst the dead. I should rejoice, 

gentle girl, to know that thou art she ; 

1 should rejoice to know that she were jiure 
And good as thou dost seem. 

Silvia. 

O sun-hright Truth ! 
The sable piniou of thy foe doth cast 
Shadows e'en on this face ! Athalia, 
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Thou answerest me evasively. Ah, well I 
God doth not sleep ; and I can bide His time, 
None can rob me of Him and His great love. 

Athalia. 
Tell me, sweet maiden, whom thou didst love best, 
And I will try to take her place and heal 
Tliy heart rude torn from childhood's many ties. 

Silvia {raising her eyes to heaven soUmnly). 
I have wished well to many ; but have loved 
But one alone — Thee, Thee, O Israel's God ! 
1 can remember no kind father's hand 
Blessing my brow; no mother's love hath bade 
My heart unfold as flowers do unto the sun ; 
Vet hath this heart not starved; for it had God. 
I hear His voice, I feel His spirit nigh. 
Not only in the Temple hushed in prayer, 
When round me smoking holocausts ascend 
To the blast of silvery trumpets, and the chant 
Swells grandly in the richly-perfumed air — 
But at all times ; amidst the date trees on 
The hills of Judea; by the sounding sea, 
Beating the measure of its psan on 
The rocky coast, or shell-strewn glistening shore ; 
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But most of all, Atlialia, most of all 
When o'er ray Iwrp I bend, and sing His praise. 
I tell Him that I mourn my sinfulness; 
And then my tear-stained fingers idle o'er 
The golden chords in measure sad and low ; 
I tell Him that I love ; then rich and strong 
Swelleth the anthem, and bright visions throng 
Around me, and the star crowned angels draw 
The curtains of the future— and I see ! * 

Athalia (wonderingly). 
Daughter of Israel, what seest thou ? 

Silvia. 
Mysteries, mysteries of our Hope — of Him 
Whom prophets sing, and all the just desire ! 
But, my Athalia, how hadst thou the art 
To draw these secrets from me ? Hark, they call — 
We must go hence ; so, suffer me to throw 
My arm around thee, dearest. Thy true heart 
Is given of God to sweeten coming woe, 
_ [E-?5». 

* And I see. Prophecy no unusual gift to the women of 
the Old and New Testaments. See "Deboiah,a prophetess," 
Judges iv. 4, 5. " Miriam, the prophetess," Ei xv. 20 
Philip had four daughters, virgins, " which did prophesy," 
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An apartment in Haraph'h house. 



Hii and Soi'HONiA sealed. Roma on the right ar- 
anging flowers in a vase. Rai;hbl knotting a scarf 



Melchia (impalienlly). 
Where is that sluggard, idle Edena? 
Since the tenth hour Sophonia and myself 
Have waited her to dress and braid our hair ; 
I'll have her scourged if I much longer wait. 

Roma. 

Verily, Melchia selfishly thou wouldst 
Keep that girl serving thee, by day and night. 
When she comes hither, she will have to clasp 
My earlets ; and my sandals arc not laced. 



i.Gooylc 



Rachel, 
Palience of Moses ! thou art delicate ! 
Canst thou not tie thy sandals? Edema 
Hath gone for perfumes, and sweet oil of myrrh ; 
And long liath she been gone. Alas ! alas! 
Look at this girdle ; it is fading fast. 
How terrible a thing is poverty ! 

SOPHONIA. 

Yea, terrible indeed ! our father's wrath 

When he returned and found that we were poor 

Is proof sufficient. 

Melchia. 

Nay, he did not chide 
Our poverty ; 'twas our extravagance. 
I marvel not that he was angry, maid ; 
When he embarked for Javan we were rich — 
So rich, that when reluctantly he left 
His treasures in our mother's lavish hands, 
He bade her keep most secret the amount 
Fearing tlie grasping Persian. But she soon 
Let Susa know that Haraph's wife was rich ; 
And Susa soon saw Haraph's wife most poor. 
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Rachel. 
Our mother liath been dead one year to-day. 
She had her faults ; and tell me, who hatli not ? 
Speak kindly of her ; — if improvident, 
At least she was so to our great content 

Athalia (entering hastily). 

sisters ! sisters ! ye have thoughtless hearts. 
How can ye treat poor Edena so ill ! 

1 found her fainting by the wayside well, 
Exhausted with hard fare and harder toil. 
She is our father's favorite ; and were she 
To tell him of the bitter words and blows 
The cruel tasks that she hath to perform 
Through the long day, and oft-times through the 

night, 
He would not suffer it,— as well ye know, 

Melchta 
A fine oration ! Well delivered, too ! 
What imp of indignation doth possess 
Our grave Athalia ? This Silvia (whom 
We honor Tiy the name of Edena) 
Is but a slaoe ; and, though she knows it not, 
Hath been, like any beast of burden, sold. 
She must make good the silver mother paid. 
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Roma, 

Yea, must she ; and if it were not for 
That oath wherewitU our mother bound us when 
She told her secret first, and which we were, 
Upon our knees around her dying bed, 
Forced to repeat, I'd let my father know 
His darling is no daughter — but a slave. 
I HATE HER. Yea, and she shall feel I do, 
Though she were truly saint and prophetess 
And not the wily hypocrite she is. 
But come ; we must be gone ; the sun hath set. 
[E«unt. 

SCENE II, 
Enter Silvia (as if exhausted). 
Silvia, 
Alone ! alone ! a little while alone ! 
Blessed be God ! how sweet is solitude 
To weary head and wearier aching heart ! 
My treasured harp ; 'tis long since they have let 
Me touch thy sweet toned strings. Ah ! diey 

know not 
That music is my sunshine, and I droop 
Without it, like the lake flowers in the shade. 
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What shall I tell my Love ? That grief and pain 
Have not yet crushed the soul of Silvia ? 
No ! for His will divine is more to her 
Than all the sweets that Pleasure's ■ 



[Sits by her harp, clasps her hands, and raises her eye? 
to heaven.] 

Spirit, that wrapt the royal prophet o'er 
His golden harp! in music come to me. 
Spirit, that blessed with fire Isaiah's lips ! 
Touch mine, that I may sing thee worthily. 
Spirit that woke the prophet's wailing song 
Over Jerusalem ! give tears like rain. 
Spirit, that bade Ezekiel clothe with Hfe 
The bones of Israel ! our hope sustain . 
Spirit, that didst inspire that graceful boy. 
Who grew the glory of Chaldean kings. 
To sing thy power with joy in furnace flames ! 
Tried, too, by fire, ihy daughter, Silvia sings. 
Over Mount Sion riscth now the moon, 
Flooding with light tlie shadowy earth and sea ; 
Orient Divine ! come Thou to Israel soon ; 
She gropes in shadows calling still for Thee ! 
Over Mount Sion glideth calm the moon ; 
Come, angel voices, join in Silvia's psalm. 
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The present, like the west, is wrapped in gloom ; 
The future, like the east, is bright and calm. 

[She sings to her harp, while Angels enter unseen and 
group in the b&ckgiound.] 

Silvia. 
How shall He come, for whom the Earth 

Thirsts, as Libyan sands for rain ? 
Throned on the storms ? the lightning's wrath 

Scathing the mountain and the main ? 

Angel Voices, 
In night's dark hours of rest, 

He comes, as comes the snow, 
His throne a vii^in's breast. 

Sing sad and low 
Of Israel's sbame. 

Of Israel's woe. 

Silvia. 
What of His life ! shall Israel rise, 

Strong as a lion, beneath His sway ? 
Treasures of far-otf foreign skies, 

Hearts of all nations, strew His way? 
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Angel Voices. 
Oh, pride of fallen dust ! 

Blind thou hast ever been ; 
He comes to crown the just, 

To conquer sin. 
Ring loud sweet strings, 

He wars to win. 

Silvia. 

Shall He return to heaven above. 
Striding with scorn o'er death's dark glot 

Not with the dead stayed Noah's dove ; 
Life should not linger in the tomb. 

Angels. 
Sin ! who thy guilt can know ? 

Love ! who thy depths can sound ? 
Time ! lift thy veils and show 

The Conqueror bound, 
Where a sweet Fountain redly flows. 

Silvia. 
High- priest Divine, our altars wait ! 

Angels. 
Emmanuel, hear a spotless prayer I 
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SlLVU. 

Ancient of Days, our spirits faint ! 

All. 
Tliy angel send; thy path prepare . 

[During the duelt Lota enters unseen by Silvia. As the 
music ceases, the latter perceives the woman, End sturts.] 

Silvia («'» astonishmtni). 
Lota! 

Lota. 
1 come to claim and take tliee hence. 

SiLVJA. 

O Lord of hosts ! Woman, what dost tliou mean ? 
Five years ago, to Zelthia, who is dead, 
Thou didst commit me ; and it was impressed 
~On my bewildered mind that Zelthia was 
The mother, and thou, Lota, but the nurse. 

Lota. 

Silvia thou art mine own. Thy father was 
Eliel, the ancient, but the gods decreed 
His death ; and then I wed the silversmith. 
Esdras, the scribe, divorced us ; and the Jew 
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Smarting beneath rebuke that stabbed his pride, 

Drove me forth portionless. Ah ! how I then 

Hated the Jewish law, as still I do. 

1 bade thee spurn the faith of Israel, 

And offer incense to the great Osiris; 

Thou didst refuse, and turned my heart to stone. 

I wanted gold, for a long journey lay 

Before me to far Heliopolis ; 

And, it would seem, the gods to furnish me 

Sent Zelthia, who it chanced was seeking then 

A female slave, just thirteen summers old. 

I sold thee, and agreed that I would cause 

Thee to believe thyself this Zelthia's child. 

I did so, and then sought my native land. 

Time has since drawn the venom from my soul : - 

And, spinning 'nealh the shadows of the palm. 

Or binding yellow sheaves beside the Nile, 

I pined to hear thy sweet voice chanting nigh. 

Daughter of Eliel 1 return with me. 

[Enter ilARAPH and daughters un perceived] 

Silvia. 

Being sold to bondage, how can I return ? 
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Lota. 
These Hebrews have a law, which, as they say, 
Is of their God of Gods an ordinance ; 
Each fiftieth year is one of Jubilee. 
They sanctify this great and solemn time, 
Leaving uncut ripe corn, and purple grape ; 
All debts they must remit ; all slaves set free : 
And they, in honor of their late return 
From Babylonian bondage are resolved 
To keep most sacredly this year of rest. 
Come with me, child, and pardon all the past, 

Silvia {perceiving Haraph). 
My. father ! What is Edena to do ? 

Haraph 

I met this Lota by the vinepress, child, 
And from her heard all that she tells to thee. 
And while I listened, mute with wonderment. 
Thy sisters through the vineyard passed, to whom 
I bade this woman tell the tale again. 
They all are anxious to declare that they 
Have never this Egyptian stranger seen ; 
And yet, in saying this, methinks, there crossed 
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An indefinable expression o'er 

Each liueless face. And when I further asked 

If they had ever from their mother heard 

Aught of this bargain most iniquitous. 

They seemed struck dumb, refusing me reply. 

I should have treated this strange claim with scorn , 

But the confusion and disquietude 

Of thy sisters stayed me ; and I then resolved 

To hear her and confront her with thyself. 

You do each other recognize 1 [Z> Silvia.] Is she 

The nurse with whom was passed thy infancy? 

[A pause, during which Haraph regards Lota and Silvia 
with astonish ment, marking their resemblance.] 

My God ! How striking their resemblance! 

The same dark eyes look forth from brows alike. 

O Edena ! my Edena ! thou hast 

To Haraph been a daughter fond and true, 

And, save Athalia, his only joy. 

Tell me sincerely in the sight of Him 

Whom thou dost love to call " Eternal Truth," 

If thou canst solve this sudden mystery. 

Ah ! tell me not that we must part, my child, 

For thou hast grown into my very life ! 



i.Gooylc 



Silvia. 

Alas, my father ! that I thus should be 

A cause of anguish to thee ! I have oft 

Told thee how great was my astonishment 

When Lota brought me here, as Zelthia's child. 

In far Assyria, for seven years 

I, with this Lota, dwelt by Tigris' waves. 

Then did she wed leraael ; and we came 

To Syria and dweh in Ono's vale; 

Here did leraael and my mother part. 

At thirteen I was hither brought ; and here ■ 

I first saw Zelthia, who, I was informed, 

Was mine own mother, Lota but the nurse 

I might have readily believed the tale 

(For I had ever been an unloved child), 

But the strange hauntings of an inward voice, 

A face and form that had no counterpart, 

The icy hearts that shut me rudely out, — 

All, all proclaimed, "Thou art not Zelthia' s child." 

Haraph {sharply). 
Athalia, hast thou also turned to stone ? 

Athalia. 
An oath doth seal my sisters' lips and mine ! 
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Haraph. 
Where is my Edena, if not this maid? 
I will not let her go till I have laid 
The case before Queen Esther. Poverty 
Compels rae to return lo Persia ; she 
Will sift the matter, and I may obtain 
Beneath her, too, a post of honest gain. 
Prepare, ray daughters all, to come with me ; 
At Susa will we pass our jubiiee. 
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Ha!! in the paWe of Esthek. Enter IIaraph, Sii.vti 
and ATHiLiA timidly from the side. Inonia, a lady of 
Esther's Couit, enters from the opposite. 

Inonia {to HarapK). 
I have presented thy petition 
To Esther, the Beautiful, our gracious Queen, 
And it hath deeply ititerested her. 
She will, ere long, pass through this colonnade ; 
For she this eve doth choose to wander in 
The Garden of the Peris. Thou wilt hear 
A blast of trumpets ; then the ivory gate 
Of yon pavilion, where the fountain falls. 
Will open, and she'll pass thee, on her way. 

Haraph. 
Thanks, noble maiden, for this kindly act. 
And many others ! 

[Trumpets. Enter EsTHEtt, surrounded by ladies. HARAfH 
and daughters knee].] 
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Esther. 

Haraph of Ephraim ! Ah, I recollect ! 
Bring hither the Egyptian, Lota called. 
{Motions to her ladies.') Fall ye behind, my 
maidens; (Lota «(/rf«) Lota, CA^re,- {points 

to UJt!) 

Haraph and daughters, go ye to the right. 

Come hither, Edena, or Silvia ! 

Kneel in the centre thus, O frightened dove ; 

Nay, iremble not, for Esther ioves thee well. 

This maid is Lota's daughter; yet, (most strange !) 

Although in Persia, Egypt and Judea 

The mother liath sought evidence, a hnk 

Is ever wanting to complete the cliain ; 

And Zelthia's daughters are, by some strange oath, 

Bound to retain whatever they may know 

Of this strange secret ; and they know it all. 

But lo ! the Iruth of Lota's tale is writ 

On Silvia's face ! the deepest mystery is 

What hath become of Haraph's missing child. 

We do not call on God for miracles 

While earthly efforts are available ; 

Tiiese are exhausted ; and I now obey 

The secret urgings of an inward voice 
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Tliat bids me leave the mystery to Heaven. 
Inonia and Tryphena, hither bring 
Forth from my treasury, two diadems, — 
One virgin siiver, and one rtgal gold. 
Now, vestal Silvia, I bind tliy eyes, 
Which have so often pierced the future's veil, 
And leave thy shadowy birth to augury. 

[Esther binds SrLvrA's eyes.] 

Trypliena and Inonia, now attend ! 

Take each a crown and in the distance stand. 

If Silvia, blinded, lay her hand on gold, 

Haraph shall call her daughter, but not slave; 

But if she choose the argent crown, then she 

Shall go with Lota. A hundred silver drachns 

Made her a slave ; silver shall make her free, 

And give the right of \\(Ay jubilee. 

Now play a soft refrain, for fear some voice 

Miglit indicate the side, and guide her choice. 

[Music plays. Silvia goes slowly, but directlj', tg ihe silve 
crown, and lays her hand upon it. It is held by Inonta 
who is really HaRapei's daughter.] 

Silvia. 
I touch the silver cruvin—and I am free I 
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Esther: 
How knowest thou, O Silvia? Canst thou see? 

Silvia. 
Not with the eyes of flesh. An angel guides 
My footsteps, and he whispers to my soul 
That she'who holds iV, is lost Edena. 

Esther {looking up to heaven). 
Jehovah ! Justice ! Love most exquisite ! 
Thou ever grantest more than is desired. 

[She motions silently to the ladies holding the crown to 
change sides. Silvia follows the silver crown ] 

Esther, 
It is enough. Lo, maiden, thou art free ! 
Forever bless thy Stiver Jubilee. 
But dost thou say, that she who holds the crown, 
Is Haraph's Edena ? May Heaven send down 
Its wisdom to thee ! Once again will I 
The kneenness of thy spirit-vision try. 
Take to your harps, my maidens ; sweet and strong 
A chorus sing; let Silvia mark the song ; 
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And if, amidst the minstrels, she can tell 
The voice of her to whom, by chance, it fell 
To hold the silver crown, I will engage 
To search the singer's land and parentage. 

The ladies of Esther's suite come Torward and sir 

Juda's Star. 

QuarleiU (quick lime). 

A song ! A song ! A song ! 

For Juda's radiant star. 

Ye winds that speed along, 

Go, tell the isles afar, 

A Hebrew maid 
Is Persia's Queen ! 

A song ! a joyous song. 

For Juda's radiant star ! 
A chorus rich and strong, 
For her who valued far 
The law of God 
Above her crown ! 
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(sad music lo slow lime, sung by Edena). 
The palace lamps burn low ; 

Her handmaids are unseen ; 
Her hair unbound in woe ; 
Why weeps the Persian Queen ? 
In Arder's month, 
Lo ! Israel dies. 

Chorus. 

Alas ! Alas I Alas I 

For doomed the royal bride ! 
A bloody sword must pass 
To soothe vile Aman's pride. 
But watch and weep ; 
God doth not sleep ! 

Quartitle. 

Throw back the gates of gold ! 

Arrayed in vesture bright, 
A suppliant queen behold ! 
She droopeth with affright ; 
But still she pleads, 
And Israel lives 
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A song ! a joyous song, 

For Juda's radiant star ! 
A chorus rich and strong, 
To her who valued far 

The law of God 
More than her Hfe. 

Sah (Edena). 
To God the glory be ! 

His gift the strengthening grace. 

Snh (Edena), 

To God the glory be ! 

Q,.arieue. 

His beauty blessed her face. 

Solo (Edena), 
Exalt and praise Him then ! 

Amen ! Amen ! Amen ! 
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A voice that sweet and low sung Esther's grief, 
A voice that in the chorus high and clear 
Rose o'er the rest, was thine, Edena ! 
[Enter Eceus hastily.] 

Egeus. 
O noble Esther, suffer me to speak ! 



Why interrupt us, Egeus ? Postpone 
This urgent matter till another time. 

Egeus. 
My subject doth relate to the affair 
Thou dost investigate. Jusf now, I heard 
The Hebrew prophetess reveal to thee 
Her parentage who holds yon silver crown. 
I went to search the records , and I found 
inscribed in gold, the chronicle which shows 
How King Assuerus, much dehghted 
With that innocence of soul which hkens thee, 



peerless Estlier, to the Lotus flower, — 
Resolved that thou a retinue sliouldst have 
Of hearts as pure and childlike as thy own. 
He bade me (thy unworthy steward) seek 
Fifteen fair children of the Hebrew race, 
And train them to attend thy glorious throne. 

1 did so ; and the last I ])urchased was 

A very child, not more than three years old. 
Her mother loved her not, and failed to see 
The wondrous gifts of her neglected one. 
The names of both are here recorded ; thus 
I prove Inonia the missing maid. 

Esther. 
The breath of God hath blown the mists aside ; 
But none rejoice save Lota, and myself. 
Lo I Silvia weeps upon Athalia's neck, 
Who weeps herself in silent sympathy ; 
Haraph moans out aloud ; and, sobbing, here 
Lies my Inonia prostrate at my feet. 
Where mirth should rule, lo ! pallid woe is quee 
Now let me see if I can stay the tide 
That soon may cause a deluge. Silvia is 
To be my sister, and my guide to God. — 
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XL 

Haraph shall dweli in Susa, and enjoy 

The favor of its monarch ; thus he can, 

Wliene'er he listeth, see sweet Silvia, 

And his own fair Edena, who must not leave 

Queen Esther, loved by her so tenderly. 

I, in my household, have a vacarit place 

Where Lota can. with Silvia, pass her days 

And learn the beauty of God's holy laws. 

We'll portion Harapb's daughters —Ah ! I see 

That bright smiles chase the tears that flowed so free ! 

Hence all ! and keep our Silvia's Jubilee. 

[Exeant omnes. 
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